86                   FEVER,  FAMINE, AND COLD
access and within our resources. I decided to try it
My solitary life at Oasis was monotonous in the
extreme, closely hemmed in as I was on three sides
by the impenetrable jungle, with the steep river-
bank on the fourth. I was also on perpetual tenter-
hooks to know what stories were being whispered
about us and the Chiripuno gold. Life was
oppressive.
Sonny Griswold suddenly arrived on his way up
the river. Now quite sick with fever, he was a very
different Sonny from the one I had last seen. Cheer-
ful, able to get on with anyone, he had always been
a bright spark amid some very dismal moments. I
was very sorry to see him go, for I felt that he would
not return to the Expedition, Nor did he,
I watched Sonny disappear up the river and sat
down for a smoke. When he had departed, a fearful
melancholy came upon me, He had brought news
that both John Ohm an and Georges Brun had been
down with the same fever that was to send him
from us* I asked myself if the Expedition was
beginning to crack under the pestilential climate.
Was it the beginning of the end? The solitude of
my jungle cubby-hole and the drone of the beastly
mosquitoes seemed to say that it was.
A half-hour had hardly gone by when I found
myself possessed of an unreasonable lassitude. My
arms were heavy; they ached to the bone* I
attempted to rise* Then I knew the symptoms-
fever! I had it myself.